A BALLAD OF ST. CHRISTOPHER
A minstrel sang a song of the Devil;
The giant gaped to see
That the king made at the DeviPs name
A sign with fingers three.
cHo! ho!' said the giant, el stay not here
To serve a king who goes in fear.'
The giant found the great black Devil.,
And did him homage true,
To be his faithful bondservant,
His bidding aye to do;
With his new master night and morn,
He fired farmsteads and trampled corn.
They went on a lonely road one day.
Plotting great harm and loss;
CI must turn back/ the Devil said sudden,
eFor here I see a Cross/
cHo! ho!3 said the giant, eis here the sign
Of a king whose power is more than thine?9
eGallows of God!5 the Devil said,
And white with rage went he,
*He took the gallows for Himself,
That sure belonged to me;
He took the gallows, He took the thief,
He stole my harvest sheaf by sheaf.
cHe broke my gates, He harried my realm,
He freed my prisoned folk,
He crowned His Mother for Eve discrowned;
My kingdom went like smoke;
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